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That evening, at an affair at the Princesse de
Hesse's, Norton was commandeered by a nice old
French baroness (guillotined some years later under
Robespierre) who apparently liked his good looks and
insisted on talking to him. He listened a little, and
watched the company a little, his thoughts chiefly on
questions arising out of his approaching journey home
with Morval, Suddenly, however, he became aware
of a familiar name in the ramblings of his old Baroness.

"Monsieur de Malplaquet, did you say?" he veri-
fied.

"Yes, indeed, early to-morrow morning."

-   " Yes, but------" He returned patiently to his point.

What was it Madame la Baronne had said Monsieur
de Malplaquet was to do to-morrow?

"Leave Paris, of course. He and Rochfort and Cas-
tries and------" She reeled off a string of counts and

marquises and dukes. "All going to the Rhine, to
join d'Artois in exile." Noble souls, giving up every-
thing for the King. . . . But God only knew where it
would end. She sighed, and began to tell Norton
improper anecdotes of the court of Louis Quinze.

He was inattentive, preoccupied, thinking of the
tired, pale figure of Countess as she had come in at
half-past six.

Across the room he could see her now, brilliant,
laughing, keeping her end up under the gaze of her
world, yet nursing all the time that secret agony of
loss. And Norton's young heart swelled with sympathy
and admiration for her. . . .

Next day he and Morval started for England.